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them. " They're opening up the trucks. There's a whole
trainful of uniforms going begging."
" What the devil do we want your uniforms for ? "
Yermakov shouted. " The tunics youVe brought along will
be enough for us. They'll strip us of anything extra in any
case. Piotra ! You hound ! We've decided to go over to
the Reds, understand ? Are we cossacks or what ? If the
Reds allow us to live we'll go and serve them. We're Don
cossacks! Cossacks of the purest blood, without any
mixture ! Fighting's our job! Do you know how I wield
my sabre ? Like a cabbage-stump ! Stand up, and I'll try
my hand on you! What, feeling too weak ? It's all the
same to us who we sabre, so long as we can sabre someone.
That's true, isn't it, Mrfekhov ? "
" Don't worry ! " Gregor answered wearily.
His bloodshot eyes squinting, Yermakov "tried to get at
his sabre, which was lying on a chest* Bogatiriev good-
humouredly pushed him away, and asked:
" Don't rage too much, Anika the Warrior, or I'll quieten
you down at once. Drink in moderation! Remember
you're an officer ! "
" I'll resign my rank together with the epaulettes! At
the moment I need it just about as much as a pig needs a
trough. Don't remind me of it! Shall I cut your epaulettes
off for you ? Piotra, my sorrow, wait a bit : I'll have them
off in a jiffy/'
" It's not time for that yet; there's plenty of time yet/*
Bogatiriev laughed, pushing aside his uncontrollable friend.
They drank till dawn. During the evening other cossacks
turned up, one of them with an accordion. Yermakov danced
the " Cossack " dance until he dropped. They dragged him
aside, and he at once fell asleep on the bare floor, throwing
his legs wide apart, flinging his head back awkwardly. The
cheerless carousal lasted until the morning, " I'm from
Kumshatka," one of the strangers, an elderly cossack, said,
sobbing drunkenly. " We had bullocks so big you couldn't
reach their horns from the ground. My horses were like
lions. And now what have we got left on the farm ? Only
one mangy bitch. And she'll die soon, there's nothing for
her to feed on/' A Kuban cossack in a ragged Circassian
coat ordered the accordion player to strike up a " Naursk "
dance and, picturesquely throwing out his arms, slipped